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Micah and Fox weren’t each other’s first choice—but might they
be the last?

 


Easygoing
Micah takes the role of peacemaker at the Haven Hotel, where he's
one of the long-standing escorts. But beneath his tolerance he’s
hiding turmoil and anger he daren’t let loose—the last time it got
the better of him, his whole family fractured. However, on one
fateful night, Micah strikes back at an abusive client, and also
finds startling passion with a pop star travelling incognito.
Blindsided by both, his life is never going to be the
same.



Fox's
band is an online sensation, just about to break into live events.
A talented songwriter with his career on the rise, he’s held the
band together since they were all in college. So why does his
public life now fill him with dread, threatening to rob him of his
precious voice? Seeking anonymous comfort at the Haven, he’s
mistakenly paired with Micah, and what was meant to be a
straightforward business transaction affects him in a way he never
imagined.

 


Two
confused men in need of love and understanding—can they find it
together?
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1 –
MICAH

 Whatever else people think about
escorting, it’s rarely boring.

But on
yet another quiet Monday night, I wasn’t so sure. The owner Rick
and I were the only ones in the lobby of the Haven Hotel. He was
manning Reception, and I was leaning not-so-casually against the
front of the desk. I had nothing else to do, except stand there in
my skinny jeans and tight mesh top, watching the time tick around
to nine o’clock, assuming that no one would turn up this late at
night just on the off-chance of a booking. Besides, Rick didn’t
like drop-ins at the best of times, so it looked like it was going
to be another cashless night for me. I wasn’t panicking about money
just yet, but the end of the month loomed near. Mama was still
interviewing for a new job, and meanwhile Jaden needed school
books, and Naomi needed new shoes. That was even before I settled
the rent on my poky shared flat. I was twenty-five next birthday,
and I sometimes felt I had the money worries of a guy twice my
age.

I took a
deep breath, wondering whether to ask Rick if his partner had any
office jobs I could do for a few extra quid. Eliot was running a
business services company out of Room 5 upstairs, and although I
hadn’t much experience working in offices, I was a fast
learner—

“Take your fucking hands off him!”

At the
shout, Rick and I both turned to stare along the hallway towards
the stairs. It had been Liam’s voice, from the next floor up, and
clear enough to know he must be out of his room.

“What the hell’s going on?” Rick frowned.

“You want me to go and see?” We didn’t have a lot of hassle at
the hotel, which was maybe why we didn’t immediately panic. That
was partly because Rick and Eliot vetted everyone who called for a
booking, and partly because most of us guys developed a sixth sense
about troublemakers. Rick would step in if a heavier hand was
needed. And sometimes I stepped in if the need was for negotiation.
Seemed I was good at smoothing ruffled feathers.

I’d had
enough practice, but that was another story.

“Yeah, maybe you should—”

There
was a crash of furniture being overturned, and heavy, stumbling
footsteps across the floor above. Another, inarticulate shout,
followed by a succession of jerky, painful thuds that made both of
us wince.

Rick was
out of his seat and around the front of the desk in seconds, but I
was lighter and faster than him, and I was already dashing down the
corridor towards the stairs. I heard a thump on the landing above,
then a slap and a yell. I knew that second voice, too.

I
paused, about to take the steps two at a time, glaring back over my
shoulder at Rick. “Why’s Tom up there? He’s meant to have finished
early tonight.”

Rick
blinked hard. I guessed my voice was way too loud. “He was on his
way home when this guy arrived. You were in the kitchen with Arne
when I booked it.”

“A drop-in?”

Rick
grimaced. “Not exactly. He’s phoned the Hotel before, so we had
time to do the basic background checks. But he hadn’t booked
specifically for tonight, just turned up. He mentioned a threesome,
and I was about to tell him that had to be by prior arrangement.
But Liam’s scheduled client tonight was a no-show, so he wanted the
work, and Tom offered to join him.”

Tom, you fucking idiot. Yeah, I took
threesomes sometimes. But only with Tom, so I could keep an eye on
things, and he was only meant to do them with me in return. Clients
liked the contrast between us, my dark skin, Tom’s bleached-pale
look. But with three egos in the room, there was always a risk of
something going wrong.

I
cleared the rest of the stairs in seconds, Rick on my heels. There
was a tussle happening on the floor outside Room 4, the air filled
with grunts, slaps, and a crunch when someone crashed into the
wall. A mess of male limbs, Liam, Tom, and a dark-haired, heavyset
man. The punter was dressed in only his briefs, Liam had on a
harness over his tattooed torso, leather jockstrap, and biker
boots, but it looked like Tom was naked. He was wheezing, trapped
under the heavy man, while Liam had an arm around the guy’s throat,
trying to haul him off. Tom was definitely coming off
worst.

I
glanced up the second set of stairs that led to Rooms 7 and 8. The
door to 8 was wide open. It was the only escort room on that floor,
and Liam liked to play his scenes up there. What had happened
tonight? There was a discarded blindfold over the bannisters, a
snake of rope hanging over the top step. One of Tom’s favourite,
red, stripper pumps lay abandoned, upside down and halfway up the
stairs. Or halfway down. Had he fallen?

Rick
forced his way into the fray. He grabbed the client’s arm and
hauled him off Tom. “No more! You fucking hear me?”

Liam
slumped back against the doorframe of Room 4, his face covered in
sweat, his chest heaving. He clutched his belly like it
hurt.

I only
had eyes for Tom. My best friend.

“Fucker didn’t play by the rules,” Liam said to Rick, his
breath ragged.

“What bloody rules?” The man struggled angrily in Rick’s
grip.

He was
middle-aged, his eyes were dark, and the lines around his mouth
were tight and cruel. Despite his hair being a mess, I could see it
was an expensive cut. Money and arrogance. A potential recipe for
trouble.

“I’m the fucking client, I can do what I like.”

“Not here, you can’t, and not in an agreed scene,” Rick
growled. “We all have to be safe.”

The
client snorted. “He loved every minute. See him gagging for
it?”

“You arsehole!” Liam lunged for the man again, but Rick
slapped his free hand to Liam’s chest, holding him at
bay.

“No more, I said. Both of you.”

“What did he do?” I asked Tom. His eyes were wide and wild.
We’d been in trouble before when we worked together on the streets
of Earls Court—Tom always more than me, because he had a reckless
streak a mile wide—but he looked genuinely scared
tonight.

“I’m okay, Micah. Honest. All over now.” Tom dragged himself
to sitting, his hand held out as if to calm me.

I ignored him. I only had eyes for any injuries on him. He’d
been slumped on the landing carpet, scratches on his cheek, bruises
on his throat. His
throat.

Rick had
wrestled both the man’s arms behind him, wrists in a firm lock.
Rick had six inches and many, many more pounds on him, plus his
determination to protect the escorts.

Tom’s
eyes were still wild. “Micah. Listen. There’s no problem,
okay?”

“Tom, there definitely is a problem,” Rick said fiercely. “And
there’s no excuse. This shit is out of here, right now.” He turned
to Liam whose breathing was calming, though he was still bent
forward, hands on his thighs. “What the hell happened?”

“He tried to strangle Tom. I suddenly realised he had his
phone set up on the headboard, like he was filming a snuff movie or
something. Sick fucking pervert!”

“Tom, is that true?”

Tom
sucked in a breath that looked painful. “Yeah. Blindfold. Sp-spit
roast. Going okay, then… hands around my neck. Could have been
okay, for fun.” His eyes darkened. “But he squeezed.”

“I told him to stop.” Liam was one of the tougher guys at the
Haven, but when he glanced at Tom, his eyes shone wet. “Took no
notice of me, nor Tom’s safe word. I pulled him off, Rick, but the
fucker just went wild. Got in a lucky punch, knocked me down. Tom
went for him too.”

“Pulled his… damn ears,” Tom wheezed. “Aiming for h-his
eyes.”

It was a
good strategy, I knew. But Tom wasn’t particularly strong, and was
the shortest of the three by several inches.

“Then he pushed Tom down the stairs!” Liam
exclaimed.

I turned
slowly to face Mr Snuff. His arms were taut under Rick’s grip, his
flesh reddened from Tom’s kicks and struggles to get free. He stood
firm, but he had sly, guilty eyes.

“It was part of the bloody game, wasn’t it?” he blustered.
“For fuck’s sake, I wasn’t going to strangle him, not really. They
never let me explain properly. He knew what was going on. They both
did.”

There
was a rushing sound in my ears. My head hurt. The sounds of the
fight had tripped something inside me, set fresh fire to a
long-distant, sleeping memory. The crack of knuckles on a jaw; the
thud of a body against furniture.

Tom
staggered to his feet, leaning against the opposite
wall.

“I fucking paid for this!” the client complained to Rick, like
an aggrieved customer in a supermarket complaining about a broken
kettle.

“You bastard,” Tom hissed beside me. His free hand was at his
neck, nursing his Adam’s apple. “Not for this, you
didn’t.”

“Yeah?” Mr Snuff was scarlet with rage by now, thrusting his
head forward as if to get in Tom’s face. “I paid for the fuck I
wanted. I paid for you, you little tart!”

The
sound in my ears became a tsunami. For a second, I thought I’d pass
out. I couldn’t speak, and my body moved instinctively. I wasn’t a
big man, I was slim built rather than brawny like Rick, but I
stepped in front of Tom and Liam, my arm drawn back. My shoulders
shook from a sudden jolt, and I grunted.

Then the
guy was no longer in Rick’s grasp. He was sprawled on the floor:
blood trickled from his nose.

And
people were yelling.
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“Micah?”

Rick sounded very close, very shocked. And was that Liam on
my other side? I bent over the bully, splayed out in his stupid,
too-tight, over-priced designer briefs, taking in his wheezy,
scared little breaths, and the stink of heavy cologne. If he didn’t
get up, he’d risk getting blood on the carpet. Arne won’t be pleased when he has to clean
up, I thought. And Rick couldn’t afford to
replace the carpet again after Room 2 flooded last
winter.

My arm
tensed afresh.

“Micah!” That was definitely Rick’s bark. “Enough, man.
Please? Listen to me.”

“Jesus Christ!” Liam sounded awed.

Rick put
his big hand on my shoulder, and Liam clamped my wrist so I
couldn’t swing again. The shock on their faces was a wonder. All I
knew was, my fucking knuckles stung.

“Get him the hell away from me!” the man wailed, trying to
scramble away from me.

“Get the punter outta here,” Rick muttered to Liam. “For his
own safety, if nothing else. I’ll see to Tom and Micah.”

“You better refund me… I’ll report you…” Mr Snuff’s voice was
nasal and sloppy somehow, like he had trouble talking and breathing
at the same time.

“You arsehole. It should be me reports you,” Rick snapped. “I
can find out where you live and work, if I need to. You don’t want
anyone knowing what you did here, do you?”

Liam
hauled Mr Snuff to his feet like a sack of potatoes. It made me
want to laugh. Tom limped over with a scrunched-up pile of clothing
and blankets he must have fetched down from Room 8. The man’s phone
wobbled on the top of his suit jacket; the screen was cracked in
several places. I watched as Liam yanked the guy’s shirt around his
shoulders, and pushed his legs into tailored trousers. Liam didn’t
go easy on him.

“That’s enough. He can carry his own fucking shoes.” Liam
glanced at me, eyes twinkling. “Christ. I never saw a punch that
good. It’s like Mother Teresa turned into Mike Tyson,
right?”

I
frowned. “What the hell does that mean?”

Liam
didn’t answer, just started down the stairs, tugging impatiently on
the client’s arm at each step, making him follow.

Tom touched my arm, and it seemed to ground me. His cheek
looked sore, and the bruises on his throat were livid red
welts. His skin is too pale to take
that, I thought randomly. A wave of
distress swamped me, and fierce nausea cramped my belly. I was glad
I hadn’t eaten with Rick earlier, like he’d offered, else I’d never
have kept the food down.

What have I done?

“Liam just meant we never saw you like that before,” Tom said
quietly.

I still
didn’t understand, but I scooped a blanket up off the floor and
wrapped it around Tom’s still-naked body.

He
sighed his thanks, still holding onto my arm. He didn’t usually
accept help without a smart comment.

“Micah?” Rick said gently. “You need to go home. Or at the
very least, go somewhere and calm down.”

He
didn’t sound annoyed though. In fact, they both sounded kind of
worried.

“I’m calm now,” I said. The nausea was going. The blackness
had left. Now I just felt Tom’s grasp, smelled the lingering stench
of the client’s cologne, saw two concerned faces. Oh, yeah, and my
hand still ached.

Fuck. Everything suddenly came into
focus. I’d punched a punter!

“Oh my god, Rick, I’m sor—”

“You need me to look at your knuckles, love?” Tom’s hoarse
voice interrupted, with his squeeze to my elbow. It was our signal
from working the streets: it could mean anything from
I’m here with you, Do you need help to get shot of
this guy?, to Shut the fuck up before you get into any more
trouble. “I don’t think you broke the
skin, but there’ll be a hell of a bruise.” He glanced at Rick.
“He’ll be okay.”

I didn’t
know what the look between them meant, but it was all moot because
we were interrupted by someone clearing their throat
downstairs.

“Anyone here?” came a hoarse, male voice.

“Oh, sweet effing ever-loving fuck,” Tom whispered, eyes
rolling. “Another punter. Bloody brilliant timing.”

“Who’s around for a booking this late?” Rick said. “There was
nothing else in the diary.”

“God knows.” Tom tilted his neck, wincing. His voice was still
croaky. “Monday’s always quiet, and I only offered to help Liam out
because he was afraid he wouldn’t get any action
tonight.”

Rick
grimaced and ran his hand through his hair. “I really hope he took
that creep out through the back exit. Last thing we want is punters
crossing paths in the hallway, especially when one’s got a bloody
nose.” He glanced at Tom and me, and gave a weary smile. “You two
okay? I’m not sure which one of you is helping the other, but you
both better leave me to it. I’ll go and explain to our guest, and
I’ve got some clearing up here to do as well.”

“There’s no one else here tonight to take this guy,” Tom said.
His throat must have been hurting, and he looked very
weary.

I
stepped away from the pair of them towards the stairs, ignoring the
throb in my hand, ignoring Tom’s growl of protest.

“Leave it to me,” I said. “I’ll do it.”
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2 - FOX

 I didn’t know what the hell was
going on.

Most
places I went to for a quick shag were chaotic, shabby, and
definitely not as pleasant as the Haven Hotel seemed to be. The
faint aroma of coffee and possibly Italian cooking had hit me as
soon as I pushed my way hurriedly into the lobby. The air
temperature seemed just right, the furnishings looked worn but
comfy, and the Reception desk had been polished to within an inch
of its life.

But it
sounded like I’d stepped into the middle of trouble. No one was on
the desk, and I heard urgent, worried voices upstairs, a hidden
scuffle around the corner from the small elevator, a muffled yelp
of angry protest, and then a slammed door.

I’d been
ejected from enough clubs when I was younger to know what that
sounded like.

Shit, I
didn’t want to make a scene. On a practical level, this was meant
to be a low-hassle, completely anonymous visit. And too much
talking hurt my fucking throat, which I was meant to be resting.
But what else could I do? I tugged the hood of my jacket further
forward, pushed my glasses up firmly so they covered my eyes, and I
called out for attention.

The
Haven was a new place to me, but Vince had insisted he had a
personal recommendation, and he’d booked everything ahead of time
as usual. He said I wouldn’t have to do or say anything, because
everyone knew what they were there for. But how well had that gone
so far? I guess I could have turned tail and left. There’d be a pub
nearby where I could hide in a corner booth, perhaps pick up
someone random.

But that
wasn’t safe for me, on many levels.

The
three guys who eventually came down the stairs and into view were
an interesting group. A tall, handsome, tough-looking guy I
wouldn’t have minded having tonight, except he kept glancing back
upstairs with a worried look, as if he had things to do that didn’t
include a client. Behind him was a skinny young white man in loose
sweats and a t-shirt he was still shrugging into, with a glitter
photo of Lady Gaga on the front. He was pouting, and had a gauzy
scarf wrapped around his neck for some reason, even though the
hotel was pretty warm. And then there was the third guy. Black,
slender, his dreads bleached white on the ends, his wide eyes both
luminous and watchful—and who was the most stunning man I’d ever
seen.

The
tough guy squeezed the skinny man’s shoulder as if in warning, then
darted back upstairs. The third guy walked over to me.

“I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” he said. “I’m afraid we ask
for appointments only.” His voice was low, the welcoming tone
licking around me like a hot shower after a cold day. Maybe they
talked to all clients like that, but it eased its way into me,
soothing and stimulating me at the same time. Hell, that voice
could do wonders with the right song. I wondered if he could sing
in tune; what music he listened to.

“I’m already booked. And paid,” I said.

“He must be Liam’s no-show, Micah,” the skinny man said in a
cracked whisper, though plenty loud enough for anyone to hear. He’d
sidled up, wary eyes peering at me over the drop-dead gorgeous
guy’s shoulder. Micah. Was that his real name?

I
frowned. “I got held up, that’s all. Why’s it a
problem?”

“Well, your escort has been… rescheduled,” Micah said. He
looked genuinely apologetic. “You can make another date for
him—”

I
couldn’t help it: I let out a frustrated groan.

“—or if that’s not convenient,” he continued smoothly, “I’d be
happy to be your companion instead.”

I stared
at him for a long moment. He stood there on show, steady but tense,
his muscles tight under a sexy mesh top. I could see his nipples,
large and dark under the fabric. His lips were plump, those
gorgeous eyes wide and thick-lashed. He really was beautiful. But,
even so, not my usual choice of guy. He was slight, lithe like a
dancer, about my height and maybe only a couple of years older than
me. I usually liked someone stockier, older, less delicate, more
butch. All the things I guessed I wasn’t myself.

Trying
to think of a suitable reply, my horniness nagging at me like a
demanding toddler, I licked my lips.

His gaze changed suddenly, from basic, business-like
politeness, to something darker and fierce, flickering in his
pupils like a flame. Did he genuinely want
me? Looked a hell of a lot like it, and
that sent a shiver of excitement through me. I wasn’t a fool—I knew
escorts didn’t have to find me sexy, just be able to service me.
And at first, Micah had looked somewhere between tired and
resigned. But now? Now something about him cried
need.

A low,
glowing coil of desire started to tighten in my gut.

As I’d
said, I knew I was late for my booking. It took me much longer than
I’d expected to slip away from the interview Magnus insisted I give
some online magazine. But I was here now. And, my God, I was pretty
needy too.

“Why’re you wearing sunglasses?” the skinny guy said
suddenly.

“Why is it any of your damn business?” I snapped
back.

The guy
jerked away, though I hadn’t made any move towards him.

“Tom?” Micah asked. Worry flashed briefly in his
eyes.

Tom
seemed to recover his bluster. “Just thought you may be some
bigshot going incognito. Something’s familiar about
you.”

“For fuck’s sake,” I muttered, and I dipped my head a little
more, retreating back into my hood. “Can we get on with this?” This
was meant to be a quick in-and-out visit—no pun intended—to scratch
a private itch. I coped okay on my own, most of the time, but just
sometimes I needed to let off steam, and I needed that to happen
when I was wrapped around another guy’s naked body.

And this
week had been one of those sometimes.

“What kinda thing were you looking for?” Micah asked
softly.


Surprisingly, I found myself hesitating. I wondered what
Vince had told them I wanted. It was usually someone who could push
me around if I needed it. I didn’t need chat, I didn’t need
flattering or sentimentality. Just… a fuck.

Micah
tilted his head, as if trying to see me from a different angle. Did
he recognise me? No, there was no realisation there. No spark of
glee at finding me, that messy-haired, embarrassingly-freckled
singer from YouTube, in an escort hotel, paying for a gay
shag.

Fox? Get a hold of yourself.

I sucked
in a painful breath. I was wound tight as a ball of twine. The
interview hadn’t been any worse than the usual crap, but I’d barely
got through it before my throat started drying up again. The
symptoms had been getting worse, all through this week, and so had
my fear. And now I had the worry of being discovered
here.

Magnus
would go ballistic on me. He already reckoned being my manager
entitled him to run my personal as well as my professional life. If
I was found sneaking out to meet escorts, he’d never let me out of
the studio again. It was only because Vince was both my best friend
and a pretty devious guy that I got a shag at all. Oh, I could
probably have had one of the female groupies that followed
us—everyone in the band fought off lewd invitations like flies on
honey—but that wasn’t what I wanted. And despite it being only four
days until our next gig, and the fact my mind should have been on
that, not my dick… I was wanting.

Vince
knew the terms: it had to be a man, one I’d like physically, and it
couldn’t be someone who might sell out to the press, or a fan who
might go weird stalker on me. And, of course, Magnus wasn’t to find
out. Tonight, Magnus was at a PR dinner, according to his diary.
So, Vince had done his magic, made a call, and here I was, ready to
have some fun without anyone knowing where—or who—I was. Then I’d
turn up as usual for rehearsal tomorrow morning with no one the
wiser.

Micah
made a small sound under his breath, almost like humming. “You see,
if your taste was for Liam, I may not be what you like. We’re not
really the same look.” And despite what could have been a flicker
of disappointment in those expressive eyes, he gave a broad
grin.

Fuck, it
was electrifying! In that second, he seemed to let go of the
tension and he glowed with something I couldn’t describe. Something
that wasn’t actually physical but reached inside me… and tugged. It
felt like all my blood sped immediately southwards, my clothes were
suddenly way too tight, and my heart started skipping to a dance
beat.

“No. You’re fine,” I said. I smiled back, with what must have
looked like a weak imitation of his. “You’re perfectly
fine.”
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3 - FOX

 After Micah picked up a key card
from behind the desk, we went up in the elevator without a word. I
could have taken the stairs, it wasn’t far. And it didn’t look like
there were any other guys around tonight for us to bump into. But
somehow this felt cosy, in an enclosed, small space with Micah, on
our way to a convenient bedroom. When I ran a hand down his arm, he
didn’t seem to mind. But maybe he was cold in that thin tee-shirt
because his nipples pebbled. I stared at what looked like the
shadow of a tattoo in the middle of his chest. Hot.

He
flicked a glance at me and gave me that smile again. “Would you
like to take off your glasses?”

It was
cleverly phrased—I was being given the choice either way. But I
suddenly felt stupid. Who wore sunglasses inside a building at
night except FBI agents in cheesy movies? I slipped them off, and
folded them into my hoodie pocket, then held my breath, waiting for
the recognition at last; the surprise; the triumph.

But it
never came.

“I have water in the room,” he said. “If your throat’s
troubling you.”

That
startled me. I’d been whispering by the end of the interview, I’d
growled my way through the cab ride here, and even my yell in the
lobby had ended on a croak. But funny he should notice.

We
emerged from the elevator to a long, quiet corridor that must have
stretched to the very back of the building. There were six closed
doors off of it. One had a PRIVATE sign, so the others were
presumably bedrooms. The walls were painted a smooth, tasteful sage
colour, with a few abstract prints of male nudes hung between the
doorways. The matching carpet was springy under my boots. The only
jarring note was the slight smell of bleach in the air. At the end
of the corridor was another flight of stairs, but it had been roped
off. I could hear the scrape of furniture being moved around, up on
the next floor.

Micah
stopped at a door with a 2 on it, then let us in with his
card.

“Make yourself comfortable,” he said. “Let me know what you
need.”

If only
things were that easy, I thought. I assumed he meant a drink, or
any requests for the sex. I usually had no trouble saying what I
wanted, and without much delay. Words were meant to be my talent.
But tonight, I struggled. And not just because my voice was
lacking.

The
smell was much more pleasant in here. The curtains were drawn but
they stirred now and then, as if he had the window cracked open a
little. Jesus, I’d been so long in the studio I sometimes forgot
the outside air existed. The bed was generously-sized, and there
was a small table with two chairs under the window. Several bottles
of water and a packet of biscuits lay on it, and also a small pile
of cheap, generic notebooks. What startled me was the half keyboard
on its stand against the far wall, with a mini amp on the floor
beside it. Was this Micah’s own room? I knew I liked his voice, but
was he actually a musician?

He toed
off his shoes at the foot of the bed and wriggled his bare toes
into the rug. It was a silly little gesture but oddly charming. He
pressed down on the edge of the mattress, maybe balancing himself,
maybe showing off its comfort. It certainly looked good right now.
It was a shock to realise how tired I was.


Swallowing to get my throat lubricated, I asked, “Do you want
my name?”

He
shrugged. “If you want to give it. You don’t have to.”

“Fred.” I blurted out my alias. I blushed, so any moron would
know it was false. But Micah’s expression never
flickered.

“Thanks.” He nodded. “I’m Micah. It means ‘who is like God’.
Mama was a hell of a churchgoer when I was born.”

“Not now?”

He
smiled, a little sadly. “No.”

And that
was that. I shouldn’t expect us to chat like old friends, of
course. Vince usually booked me guys who weren’t only muscular and
tough, but also brutally business-like, and could keep their mouth
shut. Micah seemed discreet enough, but I doubted my original
booking would
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